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Deconstruction of My Dead Clementine 


Author's Notes: 
Within the pages of Alice Cooper, Golf Monster, Alice talks a little of sharing a house in LA. with Pink Floyd 
when they were first touring. Due to this time frame, | decided to let Alice go by the name of Vince. :) 


Originally written and posted to my writing journal two years ago. 


"OF all the inane things you could have thought of-" 
‘| have many more where it came from." 


"It fits with the song." 


The makeshift studio, a living room with all the furnishings shoved to one wall, stacked on top of each other, 


instruments and equipment and people taking up the rest of the area, was a bit too cramped to accommodate 


all. Staking out small empty spaces, most everyone was huddled together, aside from Nick and Neal who had 
been sheltered behind the lone drum kit, the corner spacious out of necessity. The other exception was the 
three men standing in the centre of the room, personalities and gestures taking up not just the room but the 


borrowed house, pontificating over the collaborated song. 


For Pink Floyd not to be performing at a club during their extended stay in Los Angeles, and without the Alice 
Cooper band having a gig that night either, the household of ten - fifteen when the actual homeowners were 
in - was decidedly restless, enough to make the foundations shake. The suggestion of going somewhere had 
been thrown out, but they couldn't decide where to go, the joy and result of having too many ideas and 
several dogmatic people. The bickering had ceded for a few minutes, long enough to hear murmured 


conversation and scratching of pencil on paper. 


Dennis was seated on the then in place couch, nodding as he wrote, talking lowly with Rick who was seated 
slightly above him, resting on the armrest. They were fully concentrating on the notebook Dennis was writing 
in, unaware that the arguing had stopped in favour of watching them. 


"That's it!" Syd's outburst shifted the attention again, everyone turning on him. Dernis’ and Rick's heads jerked 
up, bewildered rather than surprised like the others. "We can write a song together!" 


Moving furniture to the side and bringing all the instruments into the room, with the exception of one set of 
drums ("We can't have both kits, but we can have two basses?" - "IF I'm going to relinquish my bass, I'll put it 
where the sun doesn't shine Mister Mason" - "Two basses it is then"), they were soon ready to work on the 
masterpiece. The declaration relegated whatever Rick and Dennis had been working on to another time and 
place, Syd and Vince eager to start on something new that they could all be credited on. Everyone was 
throwing in suggestions, from lyrics, themes, harmonies and rhythms; some were incorporated, and others not. 
No one seemed to mind too much - no doubt helped by several rounds of beverages, but some people 


remained indignant. 
Roger rolled his eyes, but his gaze didn't wander far from the back of Syd's bobbing head, the man fiddling 
with his guitar, trying to fit accompaniment into the niches between his humming and warbling. "She has a lov- 


e-ly peel, | want to make her my meal, oo-oor-annge." 


Nick shifted his elbow against the drum he rested it on, cocking his head at the lyrics. "But we already have a 


song about oranges." 


Syd shook his head, his fingers still dancing over strings and frets. "Oranges are sadly neglected. They need to 


be shown more love." 
"Don't worry Nick, next song we write, we'll write about pies," Rick reassured him, voice kind but eyes teasing. 
I'm holding you on that." 


Vince looked back to Syd, now watching Nick from the corner of his eye, mouth twisting slightly in confusion "l 


thought we were writing about dead babies." 


At last Roger removed his gaze from the back of Syd's head. "The way the arrangement sounds at this 
moment, it would be a chipper dead baby. | could be wrong, but | don't think I've seen a dead baby in any mood, 


let alone chipper." 
"Wouldn't be the first time we contradicted ourselves," Neal pointed out. 
Its not set in stone yet" Syd clasped his hands over the strings, stilling the music. 


A vibrating roll of music filled the void, Rick plonking out several notes on his keyboard, stirring thoughts in 
Dennis, sitting beside him on the low table that jutted out a little from the furniture heap. ".. My Dead 


Clementine?" 


"And | thought we were weird." Roger regarded Syd warily as a smile lit up his face, no doubt new ideas 
flipping through his mind. "Well, he always is." 


"That's how we get the girls," Glen interjected, shuffling closer to Syd as he abandoned the lighter airy notes 


of earlier, experimenting with a foreboding tone. "Sometimes it works." 


Regrouping into some semblance of organisation, a feat that didn't last long once Syd brought out some pilfered 
weed, a stash he found that morning in one of the bedrooms, they rolled out several and handed them out so 
that there was a joint for each huddle. The scent starting to permeate, they continued anew. Added to the 
alcohol they had already been drinking, every idea they started on became more outlandish than the one 
before; somehow it all fit together perfectly, mind-bending and sinister never finding the perfect mate until 


they laid eyes upon one another. 

"IFs still inane!" 

A perfect mate, but that didn't mean the relationship didn't have its ups and downs. 

"No, you aren't hearing it right!" Vince insisted, waving his hand in Roger's face, almost hitting his nose. "If you 
lay down a solid beat, Dennis could just wiggle his way in there, giving it the right kind of tremor to shake 


down to the core-" 


Syd nodded energetically, hands flying away from his guitar. "Rick darting in sparks of sound, bright to contrast 
that shaking fear, glimmers of hope-" 


Roger breathed out, an exasperated sound loosening lips, but his jaw stayed tense, eyes snapping in Rick and 
Dennis's direction They shrugged in silent response, arms brushing against one another. Roger's eyes narrowed 


as neither man moved, something that Mike noticed as well. 


"And | can-" Syd continued, bringing his fingers back down, plucking notes of dying stars in the haze of smoke 


and alcohol. Mike rubbed his eyes hard, lifting his attention back to the room at large, but unable to take his 
gaze away from the man who spoke. "But that's only a trickle of atmosphere, not the breath we need. 


Something needs to float over the bass-lines, something to give.." 


"Substance?" Giving his temples one last rub, Mike blinked at Syd. Frowning down at his guitar, almost not 
recognising it as his own, he tentatively played a few chords, shaking his head at the sound. Any other time it 
could have given him ideas, but it didn't fit the way it should, he could sense that much. "How about.." 


From the other side of the room, Glen strummed his own guitar, filling in the gaps. "We'll think of something.. 
and if not, we don't have to fill in that section with guitars." 


"It could sound really good on its own," Mike agreed. 


"Let's see what it would sound like then" Syd's face brightened, a different kind of light show from the one he 
had been creating. "Roger starts-" Ten seconds passed of silence. "Roger," Syd reminded, a stern school teacher 


ready to whip out the order-charging ruler. 


Roger mumbled under his breath, a mutter of nonsense punctuated by "fool-brained" and "Clementine on the 
farm." Rick bowed his head into Dennis‘ shoulder, laughter muffled before it had a chance to sound to the 


room. 
Vince swung his arm out like a conductor, gesturing to the amused gathering at the piano. "Dennis!" 


"Don't forget to wiggle!” Unlike his band mate, Nick burst out laughing at Neal's reminder. Dennis smirked 
faintly, doing as instructed but careful not to move his shoulder too much, Rick's head still propped up on it. 
Without any prompting Rick reached over with his left hand, high notes accenting the low rumble that filled 


the room. 


"But it needs drums - something like." Pulling one of the drumsticks out of Neal's idle hands, Nick glanced 
around the kit, smiling in approval before ringing the tip of the stick around a cymbal, a shimmer of noise 


added to the mix. 


Vince tapped his foot on the ground as Neal added a slow beat on the bass drum. "The four-arm drummer 
Joins in" 

Mike removed his hands from the strings, letting the guitar rest from his shoulders, fingers pressing to the 
arm rest of the couch, shifting himself into a position that wasn't quite as precarious." think it's safe to say 


that for this part, we don't need guitars." 


"Oh my darling, oh my darling Clementine." Vince started to sing, several groans but also a few laughs 


interrupting his serenade. 


‘Instrumental - instrumental section!" Syd interjected, slapping his hand none too gently over Vince's mouth. 


Glen grabbed his beer, downing its remains. "And My Dead Clementine suddenly becomes an ode to the horrors 
of Westerns." 


"Is a horror to music," Roger mumbled. Up until Vince started singing he had fallen into the role of musician, 
enjoying himself, but he had stopped once the warbling began. Neal and Nick had stopped also, leaving Dennis 
and Rick to play on for several seconds longer. "Please find lyrics that aren't ripped off of someone else's song. 


| recall you said you wanted your name on the credits, so stop infringing.” 


Neal propped his elbow back up on his knee. "With a title like ‘My Dead Clementine’, there's definitely a story 
behind it." 


"And don't involve anything related to drowning or westerns, that would be copying," Mike added. 


"You mean | have to think here?" Vince made a show of struggling to come up with an idea, huffing and 


pressing his knuckles against his chin. 

‘It will be hard, but you can do it," Nick encouraged, getting a few snickers for his comment. 

"You work on that, I'm getting more drinks." Taking the guitar off his lap and shoulders, Glen carefully propped 
it up against the wall. All care was abandoned as everyone shouted requests, Glen racing out of the room in 
attempts to not become their waiter. 


"You baby!" Vince scolded, raising his voice to be heard in the kitchen. 


"Since he isn't a four-armed drummer, he's going to need some help bringing the drinks out.” Laying down his 


own instrument, Dennis waited for Rick to lift his chin so he could stand. 

"At least one of you is capable of being thoughtful!" Glen shouted from two rooms down. 

Dennis shook his head, making his way to the hallway. "Id like to call it thirsty." 

Conversation returned to the song, Syd and Vince discussing lyrics, using a fresh page in Dennis' notebook, while 
also contributing to the larger discussion on the music arrangement. The drinks came out in stages, handed to 
the busy musicians over a span of fifteen minutes. At that point, seated and elaborating on guitars and basses, 
they realised they were a bassist and two drinks short. 

"I thought Dennis was helping you with the drinks," Neal commented, after swallowing down some of his drink. 


Glen nodded, not really looking up from the guitar trinity that he had formed with Mike and Syd. "He did” 


Nick had left Neal alone with the drum kit, stretching out his legs as he read over Syd and Vince's shoulders. 
"Then shouldn't he back by now?" Nick asked. 


The blond head bobbed again "Probably." 


Roger's bemused expression darkened as he shook his head. He twisted his gaze around the room again, slowly 


looking over its occupants. "For that matter, where did Rick go?" 
Vince stopped writing, glancing about also. "You mean he's gone too?" 
Neal rolled his eyes in the singer's direction. "He wouldn't have asked otherwise." 


"Where would Dennis and Rick have gone off to?" Syd mused softly, but words clear enough for Mike and 
Roger to look sharply in the direction of the kitchen, both looking greatly displeased. 


"| don't know, but I'll find them." Roger started to get up, but couldn't get up off his knees, Syd's hand clamping 


down on his shoulder. 


Syd looked at him firmly, not allowing for any leeway. "You can't leave, we need a bassist to help out with the 


music!" 


"IIl go then, that still leaves you with two guitarists." Mike removed himself from the couch, setting his guitar 
beside Dennis' bass. “Besides, | have a pretty good idea where they might have gone." 


Drink and smoke leaving him a bit lightheaded, Mike dragged his fingers against the hallway wall, letting them 
drift into mid-air as he entered the kitchen Inside he found the two missing drinks, mostly consumed, but with 
their owners nowhere to be seen Behind the table the backdoor was partly open, allowing a breeze to enter 
the house. He exited into the backyard, straining to hear or see any sign of his friend and the interloper. Five 
minutes later, having circled around the house and back to where he started, Mike pursed his lips together. 
Shoving the door open wider with a puff of irritation he nearly missed the sound of something from above, 


intermittent clipped noises staggered between living room conversation and music. 


Creeping up the stairs, he padded down the upstairs hall, past washroom and bedrooms. Most of the doors he 
passed by were uninteresting, but there was one exception, low voices coming from beyond the thin panel of 
wood. His hand burned as he pressed it against the knob, cautiously twisting and pushing. The door swung 
inwards quietly, the dim of outside matching the room, the occupants in bed not realising that their intimacy 
was not as intimate as they thought. 


Brown eyes looked up, the other pair occupied further down the slim body, finding Mike's in the dark. Eyelids 
fluttered, a hiss of a breath scratching at his ears, before lifting with strained effort. One hand was buried in 
the long hair, but the other reached out, beckoning him away from the doorway and towards the bed. 


Well, they didn't really need three guitarists.. 


Downstairs, no one was the wiser for what was happening on the second floor, or at least beyond the fact how 
two missing musicians became three. "Shouldn't one of us get Mike?" Nick asked, casting a glance back to the 
table where the orphaned guitar waited. 


Syd waved an impatient hand in his direction, still consulting with Vince, heads bowed together over pencil and 
book. "Not important." 


"It is." Roger made no attempts to conceal his irritation He had been working on a few ideas with Glen, trying 
to arrange the music into something that didn't consist of only rhythm sections, but the work hadn't stopped 
his mood from souring. "We're now three people short of your epic collaboration" Syd merely shrugged his 


shoulder, clearly preoccupied. 


"We could finish it tomorrow," Glen suggested, putting his beer back on the floor, and trying to remember the 
sequence he had just played seconds before. 


"If anyone has any recollections of the song by tomorrow" Roger stood up, too quickly for their dulled senses 


to register. "This is ridiculous." 


"Where are you going?" Neal asked, waking up from the dazed doze he had fallen under, the older man stirring 


one of his cymbals into a tinny wobble as he stormed past. 

"Anywhere | don't have to hear about the legacy of some old Clementine." 

Neal and Glen glanced at one another before glancing to Nick, Nick observing the exit with a calm air of habit. 
Vince eyed Nick with a faint smile before turning his attention back to Syd, oblivious in his concentration on 


the words, picking at his lip as his other hand worked diligently to put thoughts to paper. 


"Two bassists, a keyboardist and a guitarist down," Nick murmured. Chuckling faintly, he shook his head. "We 


could have ourselves our own little beat band" 

"Because that would go over so well in Los Angeles," Vince remarked, grinning in spite of himself. He spread his 
hands wide. "Ladies and gentlemen, tonight we introduce to you Pink Cooper, two drums and long-haired just for 
your beat loving pleasures." 

Neal considered the scene, propping his chin in his hands. "It has potential." 

"See, it could work" Nick nodded eagerly, smiling widely. 


"You would say that, drummers always stick together," Glen remarked, shaking his head in not quite disdain 


"Over my dead body." Apparently Syd wasn't completely ignorant to the conversation. Glancing back to him 
confirmed that he was still writing, humming under his breath, but his eyes darted up long enough, a hint of 


smugness in his gaze, before looking down again to pen and paper. 


Vince set his hands on his knees, grin still in place. "Okay, I'll just keep the idea in mind for when | debut my 


long and illustrious solo career." 


He woke up with a crick in his neck, not helped by the scratch of carpet against his cheek. Vince rubbed his 
forehead, the motion stopping the sunlight from blinding him before he got around to opening his eyes. He 
would have tried getting up, but with Syd using his shoulder as a pillow, arms wrapped around his arm like it 
was a plush animal from childhood, he was currently immobile. "Uh, Syd?" He attempted wiggling his arm, wake 


up the singer, but he merely shifted, eyes still shut. "I can't feel my arm." 


"My Darling Clementine," Syd mumbled, almost singing. "You are lost and gone forever." Sighing around the last 


word, he pressed lips to Vince's arm. 


"No, no, no - not Clementine, it's Vince." Giving a firmer wiggle, Vince managed to tug free his arm a few 


inches. "We can write about Clementine later, once we find the others." 


"But | want to write about you now." Syd's grip tightened, dragging him closer again, snuggling up against his 


side, chin nuzzling close to his neck. "Your hair smells so pretty.” 


"What kind of shampoo do you use?" Vince jerked away at hearing Nick's voice, only to succeed in dragging Syd 
with him. Vince stared up at Nick, cheekily watching him from the doorway. "Come on, do tell us.” 


"Nick?" Syd released Vince's arm, now awake, tucking curls away from his eyes. "Since when did you care about 


hairstyling?" 


"Since you did" Nick grinned at the blank look that gazed up from the floor. "Are you two going to keep sleeping 
on the floor?" 


Standing up stiffly, Vince and Syd followed him into the kitchen. The table was by no means full, Dennis, Mike 
and Rick sitting behind a book of cornflakes at one end, Roger at the opposite end, a tick away from glaring at 
them, settling for watching them suspiciously. No one else dared to join the standoff, instead watching from 
the safety behind the counter. 


Roger sat with his arms crossed in front of his chest. "You don't actually expect me to buy that flimsy 


excuse of a lie?" 


Chewing his cereal, Mike waited to reply once he had swallowed. "I looked for the two of them, | thought | knew 
where they were, but | didn't find them even after walking around for an hour. So | came back and went to 


sleep." 


"And why didn't you join us in our studio session?" 


Mike tried to keep a serious face, failing as Glen and Neal snickered in the background. "What help would | have 


been in writing a song when | was tired? | went to bed" 
Roger switched his glare on Dennis and Rick, who struggled not to smile. "Where were you then?" 


"We went out," Rick replied, licking his lip clean of smile and milk with a quick swipe of tongue. "Just because 


everyone else couldn't decide where to go didn't mean we couldn't go out" 


Dennis gave a reassuring smile. "We didn't go anywhere special, we just walked around; nothing important to be 


left out from." 


"Awww." Nick's loud murmur stopped the interrogation short. "Roger, | didn't realise just how much you cared 


for us." 


"| don't!" Roger pressed his lips tightly together, focussed his glare on the peanut gallery. "Someone's got to 


make sure you don't all lose yourselves." 

"He's just like a mother hen, how precious!" Neal commented. 

"I'm about to cuckold you!" 

The sounds of a disorganised breakfast filled the kitchen. Taunts and accusations flying, and just as much 
laughter bouncing off the walls, it was just like any other morning, with or without Pink Floyd as house guests; 


but having the same roof over their heads, it just meant that they now shared beds and a woman by the 


name of Clementine, whether or not she would ever be completely written 


